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SPECIAL NOTICE. 

Attention is called to the fact that every issue of Puck is spe- 
cially copyrighted, and its contents are protected by law. We have 
no objection to the reprinting of paragraphs and articles, where 
Sull credit is given; but we cannot permit the réproduction of 
our pictures, except by special arrangement with us. 








IMPORTANT TO SUBSCRIBERS. 
The date printed on the wrapper of each paper 
denotes the time when the subscription expires. 


Special Notice. 


“certain people calling themselves «The Universal | 


Rinding and Advertising Co.” are soliciting advertise- 


ments for interleaved copies of PucK, which they offer 
to put on file in hotels. They claim to have a special 
edition printed for them, and to give a circulation equiv- 
alent to 50,000 copies. We have nothing to do with 
these persons; we have never had any connection with 
them, and their inserted sheets form no part of the reg- 
ular advertising-pages of Puck. They get no special 
edition, and to the best of our knowledge and belief, 
they do not handle any considerable number of copies. 
Any advertiser who deals sith them does so at his own 
rish. 


CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 





J ust think, if you please, of the utter 


meanness and baseness and pettiness of it! | 


Here is the man who aspires to be the new 


leader of his leaderless party striving to make : . d 
| they wished, or who did not get warmed up to the fight 


capital for himself among the people by stirring 
up the madness of a civil war that came to an 
end twenty years ago! The boy that lay in 
his mother’s arms when that war closed is a 
voter to-day. The man who was then in his 
prime is old now. ‘The battle-fields have been 
green with corn and white with cotton this 
score of years. No nation in the world ques- 
tions to-day our united nationality. But Mr. 
John A. Logan is willing to question it, is will- 
ing to impute disloyalty to millions of true- 
hearted men in the South, is willing to fly in 
the face of light and reason, and to wake every 
evil passion that worked us woe in the past—if 
only it will help him to get the Presidency in 
1888. 





* 


* 

He is not? ‘Then what does he mean, and | 
what do his followers mean when they begin to 
play that old politicians’ trick known as “ wav- 
ing the bloody shirt”? What else is there in 
their wild talk? Does any sensible man, from 
Maine to Cape Mendocino, believe that the | 
South wishes to renew the conflict of twenty- 
five years ago? Does any man believe that 
the issue of that conflict has not been heartily 
accepted, North and South? No, nobody be- 
lieves any such nonsense—nobody whose belief | 
is worth a second’s consideration. Do John A. 
Logan and G. Frisbie Hoar believe it? Of | 
course they do not. ‘They know better. Then 
what motive have they in posing before the 
public as if they did believe it ? 


* 
* * 


| 
| 
_ Twenty years hence, we suppose, bar-rooms | 
in the South will furnish occasional instances | 
of casual and exceptional asses who still yearn 
for the blood of the negro and the abolitionist. | 





| , : , 
Such maniacs will, from time to time, fill them- 


selves up with whiskey, and go forth to gratify 
their yearnings when election-day comes round. 
But, twenty years hence, no one will dream of 


| taking such cases as representative of the South- 
_ern feeling toward the negro and toward the 
That any one should do so to-day is a | 


North. 
disgrace to our patriotism and to our common- 
sense. Yet Mr. Logan and Mr. Hoar evidently 
think that there are people who can be made to 
believe that individual instances of this sort are 
indicative of the general tone and temper of the 
people south of Mason and Dixon’s line. And 
they rely on the suffrages of these people to 
bring the Republican party back into power. 
We have enough respect for the Republican 
party to think that it is better off in its present 
retirement than it would be if it took office 
once more on the strength of such base and 
ignorant partisanship. 
* * 

The “Logan boom” is pushed forward in 
Massachusetts by appeals to the lowest form ot 
sectional prejudice. And while this is going 
on in the East, up at Mount McGregor, New 
York, the man who a generation ago saved the 
Union meets, as a friend, the man who, on the 
Southern side, yielded to him in the first of the 
decisive victories of the war. ‘Twenty-two years 





Europe,.and a number in the East. I know, as I did 
not before, the value of our inheritance.” 


And G. Frisbie Hoar, in Massachusetts, is 
troubled in his mental vacuity about the loyalty 


of the South! 
* 


* * 

From the contemplation of the mischievous 
blindness of the * bloody shirt” patriots, it 1s 
pleasant to turn to the honest, simple-minded, 
wholesome idiocy of the dear old Bourbon 
Democracy. Here, too, are people who learn 
nothing and who forget nothing; but they are 
of a less harmful sort, and there is something 
pleasingly comic about them, which almost 


' makes one feel kindly toward them. For twen- 


ty-five years they have sat in the corner-grocery 
of retirement, have eaten furtively of the dried 
apples of hope and drunk of the water of long- 
ing, and their souls are swollen within them. It 
is hard for them now to learn the new lesson, 


that the return of the Democratic party to po- 
| litical ascendancy does not mean a revival of 


ago General Grant and General Buckner last | 
met each other. History tells us of the unyield- | 


ing severity of General Grant, on that occasion ; 
and of the bitterness of spirit in which General 
Buckner accepted his victor’s terms. ‘l'o-day, 
they meet with hands clasped in honest friend- 
ship and sympathetic patriotism; and this is 
what the Northern hero—near to death, past 


all worldly ambition or desire—writes to his | 


brave old adversary, who answers in the same 
spirit, and with all his heart: 


«*T have witnessed since my sickness just what I have 
wished to see ever since the war; harmony and good 
feeling between the sections. I have always contended 


the wicked old “spoils system,” which, carried 
Pp y 


out to its logical sequence, has just caused the 
displacement of the Republicans. The lesson, 
however, is there to be learned, and learned it 
will be, by Bourbon and Dlainiac alike. 
* 
* * 

Mr. Jay Gould, we are pleased to see, is 
getting to use violence as an aid to acquisition. 
This leads us to think that the gods mean to 
destroy Mr. Gould. He has hitherto interfered 
with our liberties and debauched our business 
system strictly by process of law, or of what 
looked like law. But now, in the matter of the 
cutting of the * Rapid” wires, he has taken the 
law into his own hands—and in going to this 


| extent he may be said to be taking his financial 


that if there had been nobody left but the soldiers, we | 


would have had peace ina year, * * * * We have 
some cn our side who failed to accomplish as much as 


until it was all over, who have not had quite full satis- 
faction. The great majority, too, of those who did not go 
into the war have long since grown tired of the long 
controversy. We may now well look forward to a per- 
petual peace at home, and a national strength that will 
secure us against any foreign complication. I believe 
myself that the war was worth all it cost us, fearful as 
that was. Since it was over I have visited every state in 








life into his own hands, too. Formerly, he let 
his judges do his peculiar work for him. Now, 
he has become so unmanageable in his arro- 
gance that even his judges are getting fright- 
ened. Mr. Gould is generally supposed to have 


_ his end of the law pretty well arranged to his 


satisfaction; but when he turns his employees 
into a mob, and incites them to commit vio- 
lent trespass upon corporate property, it looks 
as though he were putting aside a valuable aid, 
and engaging in a contest in which he is ex- 
tremely likely to come out second best —a 
hand-to-hand fight with the people whom he 
has wronged. 


THE TAMING OF THE OFFICE-SEEKER, 


WASHINGTON, MARCH 5TH.—‘** Gimme the best 
room in the house, young feller! Cleveland has 
got to divide up the spoils, now, an’ I’m here to 
git a big slice, an’ don’t you forgit it!” 








WASHINGTON, JULY 291TH.—‘‘I’m only here 
on a little trip for my health, Mr. Clerk. Don’t 
tell any cf them newspaper fellers. If the Presi 
dent heard that I expected anything, I wouldn’t 
have no show whatever.” 
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THE MUSE AND THE MUSIC. 


p The poet had just got 

his Muse focussed down 

upon a cosmetic “ ad.” 

He had written: 

Oh, damask cheek and throat 
of snow, 

Playground of soft emotion, 

Remember, please, how much 
you owe 

To Jinks’s Cucumber Lotion. 





The lurking dimples play— 
Just then three sons of 
sunny Italy in the _ street 
below commenced to filter 
h “ Sweet Violets” through 
My two violins and a harp, and 
Y the Muse at once broke her 
gait. 
The-e lurking dimps 
Play de-de-de-de-de-de— 
The poet groaned, and 
* would have torn his hair; 
: == but, alas! he had lost it all 
ai _ through using a bottle of 
—__==— Bulgarian. Hair Restorer 
that he had been forced to take in part pay- 
ment for an advertising puff. 
Oh-h, dimpling chin, 
And brow where the sunlight dances, 


Lay your Jinks’s Lotion in 
Betimes ere the market advances, 


But at this point the political refugees down 
below shifted off on to the “ Mocking Bird,” 
and the Muse slowed down to: 

I ’m singing now of Lotion, 
Jinks’s Lotion, 
Face Lotion, 
And you have n’t any notion 
How it purifies and beautifies the skin. 
"Tis but fifty cents a bottle, 
Large bottle— 

Suddenly the music stopped, and the poet 
breathed a large sigh—one of the very largest 
sighs—of relief, and began to work his Muse 
back to her original pace: 

Oh, damask cheek and throat of snow— 
when the artists in the street below, who had 
only paused to pass around the hat, struck up 
“The Devil’s Dream,” 
Oh, dam— 

‘That was as far as the poet got. 

F. FE, CHASE, 








THE FISHING SEASON. 





The fishing season is now in full blast, and 
the immodest prevarication appears in public 
in low neck and short sleeves. ‘I'wo essential 
qualifications are necessary for a man to bea 
good fisherman. He must have a sublime dis- 
regard for exact moral distinctions, and a sun- 
burned nose. Any piscatorial sportsman who 
does not possess these qualifications is a dude 
and a pharisee. 

The best time to fish is early in the morning, 
just before sunrise. ‘lhis is the time of day 
when a man feels hilarious and full of energy. 
Later in the day he may be just as hilarious, but 
he is generally full of something else which is 
apt to interfere with his success, As for bait, 
the fly of commerce undoubtedly holds the palm 
for beauty, but the humble angle-worm can 
crawl all around it in point of effectiveness. 

The only objection to the latter is that it 
sometimes has a tendency to develop in pro- 
portions most astonishingly before the day is 
over, and it often happens that a mere pepper- 
box full of this plebeian bait will fill the entire 
bottom of a boat, in the course of a few hours, 
With reptiles the size of a man’s arm. But as this 
never happens except when a man has ceased 





to care whether the fish bite or not, the sudden 
development of his bait is a matter of little con- 
sequence. 

‘The man who has an insane idea that the 
only proper way to fish is with a fly, is to be 
pitied. He is a good deal like the man who 
abstains from hugging while making love, for 
fear that he may get too much fun out of life. 
‘The Barmecide idea robs men of a good deal 
of legitimate enjoyment in this world. The 
fly-fisherman is a very honorable, high-minded 
person, but that does not prevent his buying a 
string of fish from the small boy with the bent 
pin and the angle-worm, and palming them off 
for his own. He would not condescend to 
capture a trout with a common earth-worm— 
that would be dishonorable—but his conscience 
does not shrink from letting somebody else 
capture the prize in this contemptible way, and 
selling it to him to make false representations 
with, Fly-fishing is undoubtedly a very beauti- 
ful pastime, but it is mostly all fly. 

The chief pleasure of going fishing comes 
before and afterward. A man can have lots of 
fun getting his tackle ready and attending to 
the putting-up of his own luncheon. He can 
also take great pride and satisfaction in relat- 
ing his exploits after he gets home—provided 
no eye-witness is present. But while he is actu- 
ally engaged in depleting the finny tribe, a 
man generally looks upon himself with less self- 
complacency than at any other time. And 
when the sun gets low enough to take him full 
in the nose, he is sure that he is a fool. 

PAUL PASTNOR. 








AN IMPATIENT AUTHOR. 

“T don’t think Briggs will ever be successful 
in literature.” 

“ Why not?” 

“ He is so impatient. He never can wait for 
anything to come to pass.” 

** How so?” ‘ 

“He buys every morning paper and maga- 
zine in the city, to see whether his story has 
been published or not.” 

“Well, what of it ?” 

“ He hasn’t written the story yet.” 





THE FITNEss OF THINGS, 

“Can you bring me a couple of good sized 
pieces of this steak ?”? asked a country hotel 
guest, 

“Are not the small pieces just as good?” 
observed the waitress. 

“They are certainly quite as ‘good to eat,” 
responded the guest. 

“Well, don’t you want them to eat?” asked 
the servant, in amazement. 

“No; I want them to put in the bottoms of 
my tennis-shoes—the rubber ’s wearing out.”’ 


THE SIMPLE RusTIC. 

“You seem to raise fine crops of hay on this 
place,” observed a tourist to a man who was 
raking up the fragrant stuff. 

“ Ves,”? said the man. 

* Do you ship it to the city?” 

“Qh, no,” replied the mower: “we use it 
here in the hotel.” 

“But you have no horses,’ observed the 
tourist: “ what do you use it for?” 

“Green tea,”” responded the mower, as he 
reached for the whetstone. 


A SMALL SNAKE was caught by a mountain 
tourist, the other day, which he was told was a 
grass-snake, on account of its color, which is so 


similar to that of ordinary field-grass that the | 
| . 
rum, or beer, or whiskey and rum, or rum and 


snake cannot be seen when in it. We have an 
idea—that is, we imagine, we fancy, we pre- 
sume that this is just the kind of snake an 
Irishman sees when he has the horrors. 








Ou, Now ’s the time when the year ’s at its best, 
And my heart is full of joy, 

With copper-toed shoes and a nankeen vest 
I could think me once more a boy. 

For my heart grows young as the days grow long, 
And the summer is fair and kind, 

And the pickaninny crunches all day long 
On the watermelon rind, 


There ’s the sound in the air of the singing birds, 
And the breeze that fans my cheek 
Is soft as the music of tender words 
That a maid will blush to speak. 
Oh, the joy of living grows keen and strong, 
As in days left far behind, 
When the pickaninny crunches all day long 
On the watermelon rind. 


For the summer-time is the sweetest time 

For a man with an old-fashioned heart; 
And his thoughts go joggling into rhyme, 

® When memory takes a start. 

New loves and hopes are in his song, 

With the dear old dreams entwined— 
When the pickaninny crunches all day long 

On the watermelon rind. 


‘THe Fat or THE Lanp— Hubert O. Thomp- 
son and David Davis. 


STRAW HATS show which way the wind blows 
when you strike one out rowing. 

IN ONE respect the ladies have a parallel: 
The spring-chicken never tells its age. 


‘Ir you would live long, beware of dreams,” 
says a philosopher. We always thought lobster- 
salad was unhealthful. 


A CORRESPONDENT ASKS: 
commit suicide?” Yes, but not often, 
more generally the editor, 

In ‘TENNESSEE a condemned murderer may 
invite three friends to attend his execution, 
‘The law is kinder than he is. Very few mur- 
derers give their victims the same permission, 


“Do poets ever 
It is 





“THE FUTURE AMERICAN UNIVERSITY ” was 
the subject of a recent address by a college 
president. We don’t know which university 
was mentioned, as we are not posted in the 
base-ball record up to date. 


THE COMMERCIAL travelers have determined 
to pay no more fees to sleeping-car porters, 
This will not seriously interfere with the por- 
ters’ prosperity, though, When they find they 
can’t rob any more passengers, they will proba- 
bly buy the roads and rob the stockholders. 

‘* HERE, WAITER,” shouted a guest in a Chi- 
cago hotel: ‘ bring me a fork, I can’t eat pie 
with a knife.” 

“T beg your pardon, sir,” exclaimed the 
waiter, as he hurried after the missing utensil: 
“JT have been misinformed. 1 thought you 
came from Indiana.” 





“ Wuat FLooreD Tompkins” is the title of 
an article in an exchange. ‘That depends upon 
circumstances, It may have been whiskey, or 


beer, or, perhaps, ‘Tompkins called a larger 
man a liar, Until we know more about Tomp- 
kins, we cannot give a correct answer, 
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A PARENT’S COUNSEL. 
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Shakey, take a fader’s plessing, 
Take it, for you ket it sheap; 
Go in hot for making money, 
Go in for to make a heap. 
Don’ you do no dings vot ’s grooked, 
Don’ you do no dings vot ’s mean— 
Aber rake right in dot boodle, 
Qviet, calm and all serene, 


Don’ you lend your gash to no one, 
Not for less dan ten per cent— 
Don’ you make no vild oxpenses— 
Dot ’s de vay de money vent. 
And, [ tells you, little Shakey, 

Put dis varning in your ear— 
Be a man of pizness honor— 
Nefer fail but tvice a year! 





FROM ADVANCE PROOFS. 
It is rumored that the following special cable dispatch 
will shortly appear in the columns of one of our promi- 
nent daily contemporaries. 


AT LAST. 





NO MORE MISREPRESENTATION. 





MINISTER PHELPS INTERVIEWS THE QUEEN, 
AND 
AN EFFETE DesporisM TREMBLES. 





[By Special Spring Tramp to the N. Y. Whirded.} 

Lonpon, July 15th.—It has just leaked out 
through the exertions of your correspondent 
that Minister Phelps retrieved his American- 
ism nobly in an interview with the Queen on 
July 4th. 

It seems that Mr. Phelps was commanded to 
dine with Her Majesty and the Prince of Wales 
at the Royal Café, Windsor. The hour for the 
feed was seven o’clock sharp, and the letters 
R. S. V. P. D. Q. were appended to the royal 
summons. 

True to the dear banner he represents, Mr. 
Phelps paid no attention whatsoever to the re- 
quest for an answer, but made up his mind to 
show Her Majesty that the American eagle still 
possessed lung enough to scream a Dutch des- 
pot deaf, and not half try. He therefore 
wrapped himself up in the American flag, put 
on his Brigadier-General’s trousers, and with 
his old-fashioned chimney-pot hat on his head, 
he set out for Windsor on a six-horse chariot 
loaned him for the evening by the American 
Hippodrome Company (Limited), now doing 
business in London. 

He reached Windsor Castle at 6:45, and, 
having interviewed the cook, discovered that 
dinner would be ready in fifteen minutes, sharp, 
and that if anything upset the equanimity of 
Victoria it was cold soup; 





| around the neck of the John Brown statue, he 


| few weeks abroad, were very hungry and very 


| received in the true Jeffersonian style, declining 





Mr. Phelps then tied his team to Her Majes- 
ty’s hitching-post by special appointment, and 
wandered off on the palace grounds until eight 
o’clock, Having tied a pack of common fire- 
crackers to the tails of the royal hounds, and 
hung a placard bearing the legend 





Get ON TO THE GILLIE | 





hastened back to the palace. 

Here he found everything in an uproar, It 
was long after eight o’clock, and ‘Their Royal 
Highnesses, having been traveling zucog. for a 


thirsty. 
Mr. Phelps entered the drawing-room to be 


to be announced, giving as his reason that “ he 
guessed the Queen knew him well enough with- 
out any red-trousered gillie yelling his name at 
her.” And that ‘if she didn’t know him she 
soon would, and that was all there was about 
2” 

The Queen rose as Mr, Phelps entered, and 
the Minister remarked: 

“Don’t get up, mum. I’m not at all tired, 
and don’t care to sit down. Grub ready ?” 

“Well, you make me tired, if you’re not,” 
replied Her Majesty. 

“ That’s a chestnut, Vicky,” responded Mr, 
Phelps, offering the Queen his arm and slap- 
ping Wales on the back, with instructions to 
start the picnic, 

“That big dude of yours out there tried to 
keep me out of this racket, Walesey, because I 
didn’t have them feathers in my hat, but I told 
him you’d excuse me if I declined to make a 
Zulu of myself just to please Her Nibbs here.” 

The Queen looked annoyed at this remark, 
and Mr, Phelps, perceiving his advantage, asked 
Wales if his motto wasn’t “Ich Dien.” On 
receiving an affirmative reply, he turned to the 
Queen and said he wouldn’t have thought it. 

* Thought what?” queried Victoria. 

“That he dined. Here I’ve been waiting 
about three hours, and we haven’t had a scent 
of anything yet. Bring on your soup. I’m 
hungry.” 

“mer” 

“Now look here, Queen, old fel, I’m here 
to eat, and I want you folks to understand that 
I haven’t got the United States Gov’ment be- 
hind me for nothing. Here, waiter, bring Queen 
and me a bill-of-fare —— ~~ 





“ Bring her to, bring her to!”? screamed the 
ladies-in-waiting. 

The Queen had fainted. 

“Yes,” said Mr. Phelps, with a smile: “ bring 
her two pies. She mustn’t be a Queen for 
nothing. Put her feet on the mantel-piece. 
There! Feel better, old girl?” 

“Leave me!” gasped the Empress of India. 

“Never!”? replied Mr. Phelps, gallantly: 
‘“‘ Never—without that pie!” 

‘The Queen then recovered, and the dinner 
went on in silence, until Mr, Phelps asked how 
long the Queen had known Brown, to which 
Victoria responded by asking Mr. Phelps if he 
had met gladstone. Our Envoy noticed that she 
pronounced Gladstone with a little g, and re- 
plied that he didn’t see what bearing that had 
on how long she’d known Brown; but he would 
say that he’d met the ex-Premier, and thought 
him a “bigger man” than old Beck, meaning 
Mr. Disraeli. 

“Of course you had a crush on Diz; but it 
seems to me that if you were white you'd give 
old Glad one of your vacant shoes, or a pair of 
garters or suspenders, or something. Of course 
it ain’t none of my business, but people up in 


Vairmount, where I come from, think you’re too - 


partial with your old duds.” 

This was too much for Her Majesty, and 
with a wave of her sceptre she said: 

“ Good-night.” ” 

“I’m no knight, you betcher life!’’ replied 
the Envoy. 

Here Her Majesty touched an electric button 
which one of her pages carried, and the Bounc- 
ers Extraordinary to H. R. H. appeared in 
the doorway. 

“ Wipe your feet on the mat!”? was Her Ma- 
jesty’s command, 

“What mat ?”’ inquired the Lord-High-Chief- 
Bouncer, 

* Diplo-mat!” replied the Queen, with a 
cabalistic sign. 

Mr. Phelps was prostrated, and the party was 
declared over. Our representative, on his re- 
covery, declined all proffered assistance and 
the Queen’s private car for his return to Lon- 
don, declaring that a third-class baggage van 
was good enough for him, 

Thus ended one of the proudest and most 
memorable scenes in the history of American 
diplomacy, and our representative has shown 
himself to be not only worthy of the post he 
occupies, but also a true Jeffersonian gentleman 
and Democrat. SHAK JONES. 





with clams and Mil- 
waukee for two. Isee 
you don’t give half 
portions here.” 

With dignity the 
Queen here remarked 
that Mr, Phelps had 
kept dinner waiting 
over an hour, which 
was considered a very 
great breach of eti- 
quette in that palace. 

“ Honi soit qui mal 
y breeches—1 should 
say pants,” rejoined 
the Minister, lightly: 
“Got any pie?” 

“Pie?” ejaculated 
the Prince of Wales, 
in horror: “Pie at 
a royal feast ?”? 

“Yes, pie. P-y-e, 
pie. What sort of 
monarchess are you, 
anyhow? I always 
thought monarchesses 
had every luxury in 
the world, from a rail- 
road sandwich to—’’ 











“A WOMAN'S REASON.” 


ay 








ENRAGED HusBAND.—‘‘ Now, why in thunder did you buy such stuff for 
them children?” 


WirE—“ Oh, sakes alive! I had to do it to keep them quiet.” 
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Vistror.—* Mercy! What is that dreadful thing?” 
Hostess..—‘* Well, you see, Henry is away a good deal, and I had to invent something to scare 


away tramps. 


Makes them think there’s a man about the house.” 











A WAYSIDE TALK. 





“What kind of beds do they have around 
here ?”’ inquired a prospective hotel guest of a 
farmer on the roadway. 

“ Well, naow,” replied the farmer, stopping 
his horses and shifting his tobacco a couple of 
points west in his capacious mouth: “I reckon 
we have about as many different kinds of beds 
in these here parts, stranger, as you can find 
anywhere.” 

“Well, what kind have you?” asked the 
stranger. 

“Well, we have parsley-beds, and onion- 
beds, and radish-beds, and spring-beds, and 
feather-beds.” 

“I didn’t think you could raise feathers in 
beds.” 

“Well, ye can’t, be gosh’lmi’ty, ye can’t 
raise any feathers in the beds around here. 
Nothin’ in ’em but grass and husks.” 

“T thought grass and husks were raised on 
farms.”? 

“So they are,” replied the farmer, somewhat 
surprised at the tenderfoot’s stock of agricul. 
tural information, 

“Perhaps you are not aware of the fact,” 
said the city chap, who was tired of being 
guyed by a backwoods yokel: “that ostriches 
are raised on nails.” 

“Never heard on it,’ replied the farmer, 
drawing his fingers down through his beard to 
comb the chips out. 

“ Well, they do; they feed ostriches on nails 
until they are several months old.” 

“What do they do then?” asked the plow- 
pusher, 

“Wean them, and feed them on stove-lids 
and miscellaneous scrap-iron.”’ 

a Well, [ want to know,” sighed the turnip- 
jerker, reflectively. 

“They speak of the spacious grounds around 
these hotels,” said the stranger: “where are 
they ?” 

“In the coffee,” replied the horny-handed 
son of toil, 

“Where do they raise the coffee ?” 
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“ Daown at the picture-store, where you buy 
a fine chromo for twenty-five cents, and get a 
pound of coffee as a premium.” 

“Have you a peculiar brown snake around 
here with pink eyes called the assafuetida, and 
belonging to the genus medulla oblongata ?” 

“ Never heard on it,’ responded the farmer: 
“but we have lots of moccasins around here.” 

“T’d like to buy a pair to use for slippers,” 
said the city man. 

‘The farmer lay back and roared and shout- 
ed until the hills and valley shook. ‘Then he 
said: 

“‘T meant moccasin-snakes.”’ 

“How do you get up these steep hills?” 
asked the city man. 

“ Walk up,” said the farmer. 

“ But how do you walk up ?” 

“On your feet!” 

It seemed chilly for the tourist, but he braced 
up and said: 

“ How long do you think it would take you 
to climb to the top of yonder lofty pine ?” 

“ About five minutes,” 

“ And if you were to jump from the top, how 
long do you think it would take you to get to 
the ground ?” 

The farmer seemed dazed. 

“Did you ever run over yourself with a 
wheelbarrow while operating one ?” 

‘The farmer was mad, 

“Did you ever tie your horses up in the 
stable, and operate your plows, harrows and 
wagons with sails ?” 

“Did you ever spoon with a beautiful girl 
under the fragrant shade of an axletree ?” 

“You'd better go and soak your head,” was 
the most biting sarcasm the farmer could hurl. 

“So had you,” replied the city man: “and 
you had best soak it in water as hot as you 
can stand. Then, if you don’t get the hay- 
seed out of your hair, you will at least kill it, 
and prevent your hair from falling out, and 
being replaced by a luxurious head of grass.” 

‘Get ap!”’ said the farmer to his horses. 

And in a moment he was gone. 


R. K. MuUNKITTRICK. 
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To the Onlie Begetter of These Insuing Sonnets, 
Mr. P. J. ‘TUCKET, JERSEY LANDLORD, 
All Happiness and that Ten Dollars a Week Promised 
by Our Ever-Living Poet, Wisheth the Well-Wishing 
Adventurer in Setting Forth.—Puck. 


THE SUMMER BOARDER IN NEW JERSEY. 


The Summer Boarder in the Presence of the Infinite. 
I pace the Time-paced margent of the sea, 
And look the swelling billows how they play; 
And then a mortal tremor shaketh me. 
‘To-morrow ’twill not: ‘tis malaria. 
I stand: and now the waves are all before; 
They beck me on, to swirling death they beck. 
I turn: and now the water’s swelling roar 
Is all behind. And I am still on deck, 
Swell on, wild sea! You match my spirit well: 
Thy brother, I—a red-hosed Harlem swell. 


Il. 
The Summer Boarder in the Presence of Maiden In- 
disputably Rich, but Incontrovertibly Hideous, 
who Stays at the Hotel. 
’Tis often seen a rose doth far outvie 
Another rose in superficial view; 
While in a subtler charm that cannot die 
The last is sweeter: sweeter, love, are you; 
As from the rose there is a worth distilled 
More worthy than the simple worth in seeing, 
So with a worthiness art thou, love, filled, 
Which doth exalt thy all too worthless being, 
So even those whose kin were sus per coll-ers 
Are worthy held when worth a million dollars. 


III. 
The Summer Boarder in the Presence of the Fersey Meal. 


When I do sit me at the noonday meal, 

Which should be lunch and which is called the 

dinner, 

Which neither is; and I before did feel 

As hungry as in Lent doth feel the sinner; 
Then thus I question: shall I eat the pork? 

And shall I batten on the well-greased beans? 
Or could I live until I reached New York? 

No more I question; madness intervenes. 
And when the landlord’s shirt-sleeves pass the pie, 
I madly eat it and I wish to die. 


IV. 
The Summer Boarder in the Presence of a Party of 
Bathers in Awning Stripes. 
When I behold the silver, shining beach 
With golden pebbles stretch to either side, 
It figures me a maiden who doth reach 
With fair bejeweled arms all opened wide 
To greet her love: should then a foe essay 
To seize this harbor opened for her king, 
She hath no strength: save with black looks’ array 
To make her seem not worth the conquering. 
Our shore 's unwalled; but ugliness intense 
Resides in bathers: ample coast defense. 


[ADDITIONAL SONNET By Mk. P. J. TuckEr.] 
The Fersey Host in the Presence of Unpaid Board-Bill— 
Three Weeks, at Ten Dollars. 

Three full-fed weeks the hungry villain stayed! 
’Twas not so much, and yet ’twas long enough; 
I were all ruined even had he paid 
Ten-fold my bill here for a tenth the stuff. 
How yet I hear his blood-belaying tones: 
«« Another plate of beans, boss,” and then I 
Io hear again his actor-aping moans: 
«A little, little pie, an apple-pie, 
An appleberry pie.” He ’s in New York, 
And I am out pie, patience, beans and pork, 
WILLISTON FiIsH. 








Rev. Sam Jones says a “ dude looks as if he 
was melted and poured into his pants.” ‘Thirty 
years ago George D. Prentice said of an over- 
coat that some admiring tailor had given him 
that “it fitted as if he had been melted and 
poured into it.” So says the Indianapolis 
Journal, ‘This surprises us. We did not know 
before that Mr. Prentice ever knew Sam Jones. 


“‘"T RUE POLITENESS ”’ is said to be “ the same 
everywhere.” ‘Then the ladies always thank a 
man when he gives up his seat in a street-car 
in Europe, too. 





A Sanb-Pirper—The Seaside Cornetist. 
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THE CARVER. 


‘The window looks upon a whitewashed wall 
of brick; but any one fond of adventure can 
see, by leaning far out and casting an upward 
eye along an imaginary perpendicular line, a 
bit of sky. Beyond the confining city-walls it 
expands to the horizon’s rim as soft and smil- 
ing as Italy’s own, and apple-blossoms freight 
the air with a fragrance sweeter than the olive’s, 
But from the window no flower or bud is seen, 
excepting the solitary geranium on a neighbor- 
ing ledge in a pot painted a greener green than 
the geranium, and unrivaled in nature any- 
where; such a green is possible to only an 
aspiring kalsominer. 

Francesco the Carver, at the risk of life or 
limb, is gazing wistfully at the narrow strip of 
sky. He is dreaming of the lazy land of sum- 
mer, where hangs a haloed moon above seven 
hills; and while he dreams a travel-stained and 
sore-footed zephyr wanders with uncertainty 
down between the sky-supporting walls, and 
sighs upon the strings of his imaginary guitar: 
«I laughed, sweet lady, 

And said in laughing: 

‘ Her hand clings half in 
My own already!’ 

[Guitar music by the author; words adopted. 
Also adapted. ] 

Roughly framed by the window and outlined 
against the whitened wall, Francesco the Carver 
* is astriking picture. A higher beauty than is 
fashioned by the hand of symmetry is in his 
face; the refining flame of genius burns un- 
quenchably in the breast of Francesco the 
Carver. But for the moment his art is forgot- 
ten, his tools lie idle about him, and he dreams 
of the sunny plains of Campagna and the moon- 
lit waterways of Venice. What curtained niche 
conceals the carver’s Galatea? The beef-knife 
is a more formidable weapon than the Roman 
battle-axe. Its awful blade measures 26x3; and 
its edge is so keen that the knife’s weight almost 
alone carries it to the ribs of the heaviest roast. 

The immodest cadence of a gong drowned 
the zolian experiment on Francesco the Carv- 
er’s imaginary guitar, and he turned from the 
window and familiarly took up the weapon just 
described. His Galatea, with sleeves up at the 
elbows and slippers down at the heels, and a 
Grecian knot that had slipped round under her 
ear, deposited a glittering pile of plates on the 
side-board; she is the head dish-washer. 

Francesco took up his position behind the 
steam-table. As he mechanically whetted the 
knife, he was startled by a commotion in the 
steam-pans. ‘Ihe sudden uprising on feetless 
legs of twenty or more headless though deter- 


“¢I weep, sweet lady, 
And say in weeping: 
‘ What spell is keeping 
The stars so steady?’ ” 





mined-looking fowls would startle a braver man 
than Francesco, A pullet of uncertain age but 
unmistakable aggressiveness was the spokesman: 

“We love decapitation; when it quits hurt- 
ing it feels good. We like having our featiers 
plucked and our hair singed off, but the atmos- 
phere of the kitchen is simply insufferable in 
feathers; and we do not object to chicken- 
livers on skivers, nor second-joints. What we 
object to is being compelled to lie on a hot 
steam-table.”’ 

The carver was surprised, but did not lose 
his self-possession. He recognized at a glance 
the necessity of prompt and decisive action, 
but required a moment in order to aim with 
precision a stroke with his ponderous knife: 

“This is a simple matter—it is regulated by 
the law of supply and demand. If you go out, 
others will take your places, What is the rem- 
edy you propose ?” 

“We demand to be served cold, invariably, 
and would prefer to be chopped up in salads.” 

The carver cut short the interview, and if 
the blow he aimed had reached its mark, the 
pullet would have been swept away in the flower 
of its youth. But the pullet dodged, and the 
momentum of the carver’s arm carried him 
with it; his heels went up, while he went down 
and fell across the steam-table. 

Ducks, reed- birds, marsh-hens, and every 
other wingéd thing in season flocked to the 
standard of the pullet. In the struggle that 
ensued the air was full of savory maledictions, 
until the table went down with a crash that 
awoke the carver. He had fallen out of bed 
hard enough to go through a tiled floor with 
iron joists; but several things broke his fall. 
He had a bump on his cranium so big it was 
hard to tell which was bump and which was 
cranium—or where cranium commenced and 
bump left off—and an elbow so thoroughly 
skinned that it would have distorted with smiles 
the face of the most melancholy court-plaster 
peddler alive. 

Francesco the Carver could not go back to 
bed again to sleep off the effects of his night- 
mare, for the clock told him it was time to 
light the fires for early breakfast. B. Zim. 








Lawyer.—‘‘ You say you want to sue Dr. 
Morris for treating your mother-in-law ?” 

CLIENT.—“ Yes.” 

Lawyer. —“ Did he kill her?” 

CLiENT.—“ No, he cured her.” 

LAWYER (iu surprise), — “ What is your 
charge against him, then ?” 

Ciient, —“ Obtaining money under false 
pretenses,” 








TO HUMANITARIANS ABOUT 


GOING INTO THE COUNTRY. 


Our ARTIST HAS ATTEMPTED TO PORTRAY THE MELANCHOLY FATE oF A Petr CAT WHO WAS LEFT 
BEHIND BY THE FAMILY. 


One Month. 





Requies—Cat. 


“MAGDALENA.” 





Sat we ’neath the dark verandah, 
Years and years ago; 

And I softly pressed a hand a 
Deal more white than snow. 

And I cast aside my reina, 
As I gazed upon her face, 

And J read her ‘* Magdalena,” 
While she smoothed her Spanish lace— 

Read her Waller’s «* Magdalena ”-— 
She had Magdalena’s grace. 

Read her of the Spanish duel, 

Of the brother, courtly, cruel, 

Who between the British wovoer 
And the Seville lady came; 

How her lover promptly slew her 
Brother, and then fled in shame— 

How he dreamed, in long years after, 

Of the river’s rippling laughter— 
Of the love he used to know, 

In the myrtle-curtained villa, 

Near the city of Sevilla, 
Years and years ago. 


Ah, how warmly was I reading, 
As I gazed upon her face! 
And my voice took tones of pleading, 
For I sought to win her grace. 
Surely, thought I, in her veins 
Runs some drop of foreign strains— 
There is something half Castilian 
In that lip that shames vermilion; 
In that mass of raven tresses, 
Tossing like a falcon’s jesses; 
In that eye with trailing lashes, 
And its witching upward flashes— 
Such, indeed, I know, 
Shone where Guadalquivir plashes 
Years and years ago. 


Looking in her face I read it— 
How the metre trips! — 

And the god of lovers sped it 
On my happy lips— 

All those words of mystic sweetness 

Spoke I with an airy neatness, 

As I never had before— 

As I cannot speak them more— 

Reja, plaza and mantilla, 

«‘No palabras” and Sevilla, 

Caballero and sombrero, 

And duenna and Duero, 

Spada, sefior, sabe Dios— 

Smooth as pipe of Meliboeus— 

Ah, how very well I read it, 
Looking in her lovely eyes! 

When ’twas o’er, I looked for credit, 
As she softly moved to rise. 


* 
* * 





Doting dream, ah, dream fallacious— 
Years and years ago!— 

For she only said: ** My gracious— 
What a lot of French you know!” 


Ve Df. x. 








iy, 
A POET PROPOUNDS the conundrum, ‘ What 
is warmer than a woman’s love?” ‘Two wo- 
men’s love. So we have been told. 


ANOTHER ‘TRUNK ‘TRAGEDY—Packing what 
came out of five trunks into one to go out of 
| 
| town for the summer, 
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Mayor Low’s Kecent Manifesto Leads us to Hope that 
the Next Political Club he starts will be a Young 
Men’s Reform Club—It can be Republican After 
the Reforn Question is Settled, 








THE BUOM, FOR BOOK-WRITING. 


With the exception only of the revised edi- 
tion of the New Testament and “ Uncle ‘Tom’s 
Cabin,”’ no books have ever met with so large 
sales in the same time—and but few in any 
length of time—as Mr. J. G. Blaine’s political 
history, General Grant’s military memoirs, and 
the advanced thought essays of Miss Cleveland. 
The exceptional prominence of these distin- 
guished authors has insured equally exceptional 
advertising of a character and magnitude that 
no publisher could obtain at even the most ex- 
orbitant rates per line, for the common herd 
of writers. ‘These phenomenal successes have 
borne legitimate fruit in a crop of equally am- 
bitious writers, who consider themselves no less 
prominent and important than the trio named, 
and are now anxious to “catch on” while for- 
tunes from this source appear to be contagious. 
Puck has the pleasure of making the first and, 
consequently, exclusive announcement of sev- 
eral books now in preparation, including one 
or two new works by the original triumvirate: 
GROVER CLEVELAND.—* What I Know About Civil- 

Service Reform; or, Pleasant Hours With Office- 

Seekers.” 

FERDINAND Warp.—* Finances and Turnkeys; being 
an Account of the Recreations and Reflections of a 
Temporarily Retired Financier.” 

James D. FisH.—“ The Perils and Penalties of Bank- 
Wrecking, Philosophically Considered from the Seclu- 
sion of a Cell.” 

WiitiamM Henry VANDERBILT. —‘The Pleasures of 
Poverty, Theoretically Considered.” 

SAMUEL JONES TILDEN.—‘** The White House: A Study 
in Dim Perspective.” 

James G. BLainE —“* The White House: A Monograph 
Designed to Show its Superior Adaptability for Dime- 
Museum Exhibitions, with the World-renowned Tat- 
tooed Man as the Star Attraction.” 

Cuartes A. Dana, ex-Firsé Assistant Secretary of War. 
—1) ‘*Civil-Service Reforni; A Ghost Story.” 2) 
“*Frod; a Chronic Nightmare.” 3) *¢ Our ex-Candi- 
date, with a ‘Portrait’ of Congressman Holman, by 
the Courtesy of the Sz.” (Unitorm, half-calf.) 


‘HESTER A, Ar rHuR.—‘ The Dull Thud: 


A Curious 


Study from Life, Showing the Dizzy Suddenness with 


which a President becomes a Private Citizen.” (Zdi- 
tion de luxe, limited; subscriptions from gentlemen of 
the highest social rank only.) 

R. B. Haves (of Ohio).—‘‘ The Hen-Pen as a Chaste 
and Improving Solace and Profitable Recreation for a 
Retired Statesman; together with an Appendix (Re- 
vised and Corrected by Mrs. R. B. Hayes) Giving a 
Carefully Tabulated Census of the Poultry-Yard, and 
Showing the Profits from the Sale of Eggs and Chick- 
ens, Month by Month, with Appropriate Marginal 
Notes.” (Printed on paper, 8 x 7.) 


For further announcements and copious ex- 
tracts from advance sheets, see the editorial 
page of the Swx—the publisher’s advertising 
bonanza. WINTHROP. 


WHITELAW REID has offered to give fifty 
thousand dollars toward starting a new college 
in Ohio. Since the last election Mr, Reid has 
probably realized the value of a broad educa- 
tion as much as any man in the country. 


THE AUTHOR of “Silver Threads Among the 
Gold”? has been given a twenty - four -dollar 
post-office in Wisconsin. If he doesn’t write 
any more such songs, the price is low enough, 


A SaRaToGaA CouNTY cow recently ate ten 
pounds of rusty nails. It is believed she wanted 
to enter into competition with the mineral 
springs. 


Auswers for the Aurions. 


R. S. S., Boston, Mass.—Your * Barberous Tale” 
merits death; but we have contented ourselves with put- 





ting it to rest in the waste-basket. 

CARYATID.—You might hold up a mansard roof, per- 
haps; but you will never occupy a proud position on the 
glittering fagade of the snow-white temple of fame. 

Rk. S. D.—If a phrenologist were to feel your cheek, 
He would tell 
you that your usefulness in life would be as a drummer 


he would never locate you for a poet. 


or a car-bumper. 
We know 
when a door is not a door, and when a man is not a 


G. A. E.—Depart from us, fond youth. 
man. And if you go on asking such questions as those, 
some day the door of sudden and violent death will be 
open to you, and you will be not a man, but a cold, cold 
corpse, and it won’t be because you’re a shaving either, 
although it is extremely probable that you will be in- 
clined to curl up. 





MORE NOVELS BY EMINENT HANDS. 


“BETH,” A SToRY OF ENGLISH HiGH LIFE, 


(By the “ Hired-Girl.”) 





CHAPTER CXLIV. 

Stung with jealousy, Lady Isabelle ordered 
the pony-phaeton and drove to Lampwyck. She 
must consult the rector, But he was not alone, 
and what was Lady Isabelle’s indignation to 
find that his visitor was her rival, the governess ? 
Her rival? Yes, it had come to this; and the 
proud woman recognized the humiliating truth; 
she, for a man’s love, must enter the lists with 
this plain-faced chit—with a mere governess, 
an adventuress from the bogs of Ireland. For 
Lady Isabelle told herself that were it not for 
Beth the love of Wyeth Stanhope, the only 
man for whom the cold woman had ever cared, 
would have been all her own. 

Wyeth was sitting on the rector’s front fence. 
For some time he had not attempted to con- 
ceal his disgust at Lady Isabelle’s bok! ad- 
vances, and now, as she drove up and tried to 
bring him to her side on a pretext of wishing 
to pay him a dollar she owed him, he strode 
haughtily away behind the currant-bushes anc 
hid himself, ' 

In anger at this reception, Lady Isabelle, 
brushing by the astounded butler, hastened to 
the library door, and laid her ear against the 
key-hole. ; 

* Dear sir,” the governess was saying: “ ad- 
vise me. I fear that to gain Wyeth’s love 1 
take advantage of my unconscious attractive- 
ness. ‘Tell me truly if I ought to wear some- 
thing less ensnaring than my neat black dress 
—a watered satin with real lace or something 
—and if I ought not, in justice, to vitriol my 
lovely gray eyes. Don’t you think, now that 
Lady Isabelle and I are rivals, that instead of 
freezing her out of the game, | ought to be mag- 
nanimous and give her a fair shake for looks?” 

“‘ Theoretically,’’ replied the rector, now 
firmly convinced that he had mistrusted Beth 
wrongfully, and putting his hand confidingly 
in hers; * theoretically, you ought to make your- 
self as ugly as Lady Isabelle; but, as tiat is im- 
possible—” 

Lady Isabelle passed quickly into the room, 
and when the rector recovered consciousness 
he was still insensible. 

WILLISTON FisH, 








PRACTICAL Ngewsspoy.—** Too bad? 


SYMPATHETIC CITIZEN.—‘* What! another railroad accident? 


No, boss, not much. 








‘Too bad, isn’t it 4 
It’s just boomin’ business!” 
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THE OLD MINSTREL JOKE. 


What’s not destroyed by Time’s devouring hand? 
—Brumston’s*'Art of Polttics.”’ 
The minstrel joke, I’d have you understand. 





We know when it’s coming—the performers all sit 
With a look on their faces of ** Get ready to split,” 
And then for the millionth time down comes the stroke, 
And you laugh yourself hoarse at the old minstrel joke. 


Or, at least, you're expected to Jaugh yourself hoarse, 
Though most people feel sad regret and remorse 

For the man who in evident kindness awoke 

From its antediluvian grave that old juke. 


From the almanac printed in the year B. C. one 
Was extracted this 602 mo¢ of wit and of fun: 
Perhaps when you see it it wears a new cloak; 
But wait till you Aear it, that old minstrel joke. 


And yet, can’t you fancy the time long ago 

When Shem, Ham and Japheth sat in the front row? 
How exceedingly funny to those country-folk 

Must have been this same thrice-encored old minstrel joke! 


Can’t you fancy Cain’s wife —you certainly can— 
As to hide her broad laughter she holds up her fan, 
And Cain going out for a clove and a smoke, 
Laughing all the way at the old minstrel joke? 


How old Zedekiah, berobed and becrowned, 

Must have sent his vest-buttons a-rolling around, 

And forgotten the hard Babylonian yoke, 

As he hawed and haw-hawed at the old minstrel joke! 


But now, when from out «¢ The Editor’s Drawer” 

We can get jokes not guzte so moss-covered and hoar, 
O Sambo, forgive if we murmur and croak 

When you try to amuse with that old minstrel joke. 


Cnacun 4 son gott! (though it give him the gout,) 
Some listener still may perhaps sit it out, 

Laugh in the right place, and encourage the moke 
Who continues to get off that old minstrel joke. 


But ‘tis weary, I know, let us finish its race, 

Kill it, stuff it, and mount it within a glass case, 

Or else in some alcohol put it a-soak, 

And Jabel it ‘*Potson /’’—that old minstrel joke. 
CLARENCE Urmy. 











THE OLD MAN'S GRIP. 
A NOVELETTE IN ONE ROULADE. 


He was the proud son of a city banker. She was the fair daughter 
of a humble farmer. In the summer-time, when he came to spend the 
season at his father’s palatial country seat, he looked down from his 
stained-glass window upon the white weather-boards and green shutters 
of her father’s house. \ 

He saw her and she was fair; and for that she was fair he love«| 
her; and in that love he forgot the pride of race and wealth and wooed 
her right sturdily. 

And she let him woe. She never told him to go and take a walk 
around the block to cool himself off. No, not she. 

His name was Alfred Carolus Livingston DePeyster. 

Her name was Laura Gibbs Woolley. 

A Laura Gibbs Woolley by any other name would be as sweet: 

The gentle moonlight was silvering the world as they stood together 
under the shadow of her father’s front piazza. 

“ And you will always love me ?”? she murmured. 

* Always,”’ he said. 

“ Swear it,”’ she said, solemnly. 

“ Why is that needed ?”? he asked her: “Have I not proved the 
strength of my love by stealing forth nightly from yon palatial halls to 
meet you here in this humble cot? Do we not both know to-day that 
did my father wot of our love his wrath would fall upon me sorely, be- 
cause |, the sole heir of all his wealth, have descended from my lofty 
position to woo you, the only daughter of a poor farmer? And is it 
not __>9 . 

‘* Hey, young feller!” 

It was Farmer Woolley who spoke. 
doorway, mystic and ominous. 

“Hey, young feller,’ he said: “drap that ’ere kinder talk. I got 
a mawgage fur ten thousand dollars onter that ’ere paylatial home o’ 


His tall form loomed in the 


yourn, an’ I hold your ole man’s notes fur ten thousand dollars more | 


fur work I did fur him las’ year; an’ you kin jist bet that afore two 
years more is over [ll own the whole durned place, an’ the bank up in 
taown, too. I reckin this here picnic is in my woods, not hisn.”’ 








DOWN IN THE APPLE ORCHARD. 


What emotions those five words up above in large type awaken 
within my soul! I never look upon an apple polished by the warm 
breath and time-stained handkerchief of a son of sunny Italy without 
thinking of them in their native hiding-places. 

I love apples right straight through, from the small and cross- 
grained crab-apple up to the big yellow pippin that bursts out at the 
sides and squirts its luscious juices right into your eye when you take a 
hog- bite out of it. 

As I lie here to-day looking up among the leafy branches of a big 
old-fashioned apple-tree—one of those that meanders all over itself in 
a sort of ‘lennysun-brook style—I feel that my soul is drifting away on 
seas of cider and apple-sauce into a better, purer land than this. 1 
don’t know what land it is, but as I am at present in New Jersey, | sup- 
pose almost any land that you can fall across will do. 

There is a gentle, somnolescent sort of murmur in the rustling of 
apple-boughs. And you lie on your back under the tree, with your 
head bolstered up on a hen-coop, and dream such dreams as no old 
Sultan of Mocha ever dreamed in his harem in the palmiest days of the 
business. ‘lhe soft, sweet perfume of the wild-flowers comes floating 
across the broad meadows— 


** Out of the golden, remote wild West, where the sea without shore is,” 


and the cool touch of tie southwest wind falls upon your fevered brow, 
and stills all that tumultuous throbbing that has grown there in the mad 
struggle for existence. ‘The storm within you is calmed. The hot sun 
of labor sinks, and the solemn star-lit beauty of a perfect rest comes 
over you. Your senses tremble with the mere ecstasy of living, and 
the world without slowly fades away from your vision. Sleep, the 
gentle mother, comes down upon the tired child, and you are hushed 
and spirited away into that golden-land where you dream of all the 
glories that a young and enthusiastic mind can conjure up, until a way- 
w. rl small green apple, ripped untimely from its mother bough, coms 
swirling down from the green spaces above you, and hits you a thump 
in the eye, and wakes you up just in time to sce that a brindled hen has 


laid a big egg in your hat, and that a yellow pig with a black tail has 


eaten the silk handkerchief your Sunday girl gave you before you left 
town, 

1 tell you, the apple orchard is a great place. Byron said that the 
‘Troad was “a fine field for conjecture and snipe-shooting.”’ I say that 
an apple orchard is a fine field for poetry and pigs. A pig can get 
away with a most enormous quantity of small green apples, and go right 
on grunting out his glad pzans of happiness as if nothing had happened 
to him. ‘That is where the pig has the advantage of me. When | ate 
the small green apple—as I did when I was small and green - my su! - 
sequent reflections were not of a nature suitable for publication. | 
would rather bury them away down in the back yard of my soul and 
forget them, but I cannot. Every time I go into an apple orchard, 
there they are—right along with the poetry and the pigs; and that 
settles the whole business on the spot. 

W. J. HENDERSON, 








ARDENT DEVOTION. 





*¢ You have a devoted husband, Mrs. De Silva.” 
“*T should say I had! Why, do you 


know, when I was home for a visit last year he lost ten pounds in weight. 


Ile is the dearest man in the worid. 


Wasn’t that nice?” 
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THE YACHTS. | 


[Written on seeing a fleet of yachts anchoring 
in the Harbor of New London, Conn., immedi- 
ately after supper, and remembering that they 
belonged to other parties. ] 


The sails are reefed. Like spectre-birds, 
Their wings expanded light; 
They ’ve chased the day ’twixt blue and blue, | 
Now fold they for the night. | 
Sought they this harbor old and gray | 
To please me with their sight? 


Vain thought! Perhaps the stars for me 
Come forth on.heaven’s floor; 

Perchance to tell me ancient tales 
Far waves seek out the shore, 

And Autumn’s frosts for me do change 
The green the Summer wore. . 


But never was there turned to me 
The spray-dashed figure-head 

Of high-winged yacht. ‘To seek for me 
No chart was ever spread, 

No sails were furled, no anchors raised, 
No trembling compass read. 


For Iam poor. ‘Then, brother, why, 
In peaceful harmony, 

Doth sing my heart? More gaily sing 
Than if the argosy 

Were all my own, and all its sails 
Did steal the breeze for me? 


For poor and rich the scales are held 
With equal good and ill. 

I see the yachts, but own them not. | - 
The rich do both; and still— 

Still sings my heart full merrily— 
The rich must foot the bill. 





, * 
Thus, brother, learn how highest joy 
Oft brings the deepest woe; 
How lowly things oft bear a prize 
Outvies the gilded show, 
And how these lowly lines may fetch , 
A golden plunk or so. 


WILLISTON FIsH. H 
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A GLAD SURPRISE. 
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During her hushand’s absence on a business trip, dear little Mrs. Childers employed a landscape gardener, who 








LAKE GEORGICS. 

WHILE sTopPING in front of an Indian wig- 
wam to look at some articles that might serve 
as souvenirs of the Adirondacks, a girl about 
ten years of age stepped out with the papoose 
of the house in her arms. 

“‘ How old is the baby ?” asked a young lady, 
as she gazed into the infant’s eyes, which were so 
black that they looked like a couple of licorice- 
drops. 

‘The girl turned and screeched at her mother: 

* Gorinka kinka choligog!”’ 

And the mother replied: 

“ Hari kari mushawah.” 

Then the girl said: 

“ Four months,” 

‘Then the old brave got up and laid down 
his pipe, and said to his daughter: 

“You don’t want to be too fresh, standing 
out there too much, or you'll give the snap 
dead away. You must recollect we’re Crow 
Indians now, There are some people down 
the road that buy newspapers at our stand in 
Forty-seventh Street, and you mustn’t be recog- 
nized; so you'd better stain your face ujva little 
more, keep in the shade, and let the mulatto 
attend to the Indian part. Now come and find 
me the ink; I want to write down to New York 
and order some Indian ornaments, as the stock 
is getting low.” 


THE INDIANs may have been a blood-thirsty, 
fear-inspiring class when they painted them- 
selves red, and traveled through the land of 
Uncas, burning houses, murdering men and 
women, and grilling babies; but they never 
could have dispersed a party of men, in those 
days of rifle and tomahawk, in a shorter period 
of time than their descendants can to-day, 
when they walk leisurely down to the Mohican 
House dressed in tooth-pick shoes, cutaway 





coats, white plug-hats and Knickerbockers, with 
a ton or so of all sorts of useless things to sell | 
to women, who consider them cheap at any | 
price. When these latter-day braves are seen | 
coming in the distance, the single men can be | 
told from the married by the way they stand, 

and don’t fly for the woods and mountains. | 


THE PROPER way to preserve a snake is to 
hold him up by the tip of the tail and let him 
down easy head first into a bottle or demijohn, 
as his size may require. Having done this, put 
a funnel in the neck of the vessel, and pour in 
raw alcohol. When the snake is full of alcohol 
he will writhe and wiggle at a great rate. But 
this is no indication of pain. ‘The snake doesn’t 
go into convulsions until he is pretty well filled 
with alcohol, at which time he sees St. Patrick 
and O’Dynamite Rossa, and is consequently 
thrown into paroxysms that end in death. 


IF you will take a row, 
You lilac-eyed beguiler, 
Across the lake we ’Il go, 
If you will take a row; 
And you shall have, also, 
A two-pound box of Huyler, 
If you will take a row, 
You lilac-eyed beguiler. 
And, by those eyes, each one a mellow pansy, 
To cool me off 1 ’ll try a gin-and-tansy. 





Down at the Indian encampment, at Cald- 
well, N. Y., a young lady looked up from some 
trinkets she was about to purchase, and face- 
tiously remarked: 

“‘What’s the matter with that Indian child 
that’s barking so? Has he the epizootic ?” 

“No,” replied a bystander: “he has war- 
whooping cough.” 


FORTUNE-TELLERS—Commercial Agencies. | 








was recommended as being a ‘* perfect artist.””. He had almost completed his work on Mr. C’s return. 


Tuesday, July 7th, the following item ap- 
peared in the editorial page of the 77zbune: 


In Guatemala sandwiches and biscuits pass as cur- 
rency. The people of that country probably believe in 
hard money. 


Although the item was printed in the same’ 
type as the rest of the page, and presented no 
unusual appearance to the eye, it produced a 
most profound impression upon the members 
of the select circle who obtain their informa- 
tion from the paper founded by Horace Greeley, 
It moved many of them to tears, some it af- 
fected with insomnia, and others utterly refused 
to credit their senses, 

The oldest reader, of whom the 77bune 
boasts of more than any other paper in the 
land, wrote four thousand letters to the editor 
on Wednesday, inquiring whether the 777dune 
intended to become a comic paper, and ask- 
ing other absurd and impertinent questions. 
And five hundred and sixty-three readers per- 
emptorily ordered their papers stopped, and 
transferred their subscriptions to the Philadel- 
phia Ledger and other papers which rigidly 
exclude jokes and like frivolous matter. By 
Thursday the affair became noised abroad, and 
in the interest of the cause of truth a Puck re- 
porter called at the Z77zbune office to ascertain 


| what extenuating circumstances might exist. In 


the counting-room, a- sombre-visaged attend- 
ant referred the reporter to the editor. At the 
door of the editorial-rooms a sad - faced boy 
pretended that he did not know who the “ pro- 
fessional humorist ” was, and referred the ques- 
tioner to the managing-editor. 

“You allude to the individual who indited 
that unfortunate suggestion regarding the coin 
of Guatemala ?” he asked, gravely. 

“The same,” responded the reporter. 
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“He is inside,” returned the journalist, sol- 
emnly: “ Do you wish to see him?” 

The reporter intimated that such was his de- 
sire, and after being carefully questioned con- 
cerning his nationality, age, religious convic- 
tions and political preferences, he was allowed 
to pass the sentinel, and was ushered into the 
editorial department. 

“That is not the man, is it?’’ asked the re- 
porter, as he pointed to a mournful-looking man 
sitting in a corner industriously plying a pencil. 

“No, that is the man who defends Mr. John 
Roach,” 

“Is that he?” again inquired the reporter, 
as he glanced in the direction of a hungry- 
looking, pale-faced man, whose appearance in- 
dicated a more than human grief. 

“ No,” whispered the journalist, sadly: “ that 
is the man who claims everything. He has 
had very little to do lately. This is the man 
you want,’ he added, as he led the reporter 
into a small room shaped like the receiving- 
vault at Woodlawn. 

There, seated beside a crape-covered table 
enshrouded in gloom, was the culprit. Sol- 
emnly the journalist withdrew, and the reporter 
and the humorist were left alone in the dusk. 

“You want to see me?” queried the latter 
at length, in a sepulchral tone of voice. 

‘The reporter said he did. 

“On what business ?” 

“ About that joke about the—” 

“Oh, yes,’’ replied the humorist, with a sigh 
that came from the depths of his frame: “I 
know. Don’t mention the accursed subject, 
please.” 

The reporter expressed regret at the duty 
which compelled him to pursue the investiga- 
tion, but it was imperative. 

The humorist sadly admitted that the public 
really had a right to know more about the sub- 
ject, and after a long pause he subdued his 
emotions and replied. 

“T board,” he said, with deep feeling: “I 
am not married, and cannot afford to hire a 
flat. At our boarding-house we frequently have 
biscuits. Where I lunch down-town I often 
observe sandwiches, You won’t mind it if I 
shed a tear, will you? ‘The subject affects me 
deeply.” 

‘Lhe reporter kindly granted him permission, 
and the humorist resumed: 


“TI have often noticed that these articles are 
tough and indigestible. The other morning, 
while I was at my breakfast, I read in the pa- 
per that the Guatemalans used these articles as 
currency. ‘Then the idea occurred to me (sob) 
that this (sob) would be (sob) h-h-h-h-ar(sob)d 
m-m-m-on(sob)ey.” 

This painful confession was followed by a 
still more painful pause, during which the gen- 
tle-hearted reporter and the kumorist freely 
mingled their tears. 

“T don’t know,” he at last remarked, as he 
choked back his emotions with a strong effort: 
‘what induced me to write the item. I can’t 
imagine why I should have done it. I am sure 
I have never seen anything in the office to en- 
courage me to do such an act, and when I con- 
template how my foolish impulse has injured 
the establishment, I am consumed with remorse. 
I hardly dare look my employers in the face, 
and although I have repeatedly resigned, they 
have as often refused to accept it. They have 
covered me with shame, and if my life is spared 
I shall devote it all to undoing, as far as pos- 
sible, the result of my error.’’ 

After a sympathetic farewell the reporter 
left the office and was on his way toward the 
elevator, when the sad - faced office- boy ob- 
served: 

“ Say!” 

The reporter paused. 

“Say! Il heard what that cove has been 
a-tellin’ yer about his goak. It’s all rot. I 
could write a better goak wid my toes, He 
never got it in no boarding-house. He’s tellin’ 
that story ’cause he’s afraid he’ll get fired. 
Here’s where he found it.” 

“ Where ?”’ inquired the reporter, in surprise. 

“Why, here,” continued the office-boy, as he 
produced an almanac dated 1785: “‘There!” 

Opening the page, the reporter read: 

In Guatemala sandwiches and biscuits pass as cur- 
rency. The people of that country probably believe in 
hard money. 

BENJAMIN NORTHROP. 








Mr. CONGER proposes to stir up things in the 
interest of his party when Congress meets. He 





is not afraid, because the only newspaper in 
| America that calls a man a “blatherous lunk- 
head” is not Democratic.— Courier-Journal, 





























‘THEY stood beneath the summer skies and 
watched the twinkling stars in ceaseless brilliant 
twink. It was a night to bring the angels from 
the blue that they might lay their gentle hands 
upon the evening air, and, touching every heart- 
string, fill the world with harmony. 

“ And this is love,” she said, looking into his 
face. 

“ And love is religion,” he continued, stoop- 
ing to kiss the pretty pinkness of her cheek. 

“What religion ?” she asked, naively: ‘ Pres- 
byterian, or Methodist, or Baptist, or Episco- 
palian ?” 

‘None of these, angel mine,”’ he whispered, 
folding her to his throbbing heart: ‘nene of 
these; it is You-an’-I-tarian.” 

Devotional exercises were continued until a 
late hour.— Merchant Traveler. 


YEs, my dear, your essay is a beautiful mo- 
saic. Every one of the many literary gems 
which it contains is as familiar to most of your 
hearers as lying is in the social circle. ‘To speak 
after the manner of the vulgar, your contri- 
bution is the same old bag of chestnuts; but you 
present them with so much personal pleasure, 
and your dress is so becoming, and your floral 
offerings are so well worth the money which 
your dear papa gave for them, and it is such a 
privilege to sit and see you dealing out the time- 
honored sentiments so unsophistically (a7g/ice 
freshly), that one hasn’t the heart to smile sar- 
donically, much less to snicker. Go on, sweet 
girl; say it all through, from “dear teacher,” to 
“and now, fellow pupils,’ in the same old 
manner and in the same old language.— Boston 
Transcript. 


Woman, God bless her bright eyes, can make 
roses bloom in the desert, and when so minded 
she can give to the most commonplace affairs 
of life rather much of a rainbow look; but to 
save her eyebrows she can’t use a pen without 
getting ink on her fingers any more than she 
can remember the day of the month.— Yonkers 
Statesman, 

The Second Crop of PICKINGS FROM PUCK is just about 
dead ripe, and it is mellow enough to tickle the mental 
palate of the pundit and philosopher, to say nothing of 
the lover of that style of pure, healthful humor which 
cheers but not inebriates. We hilariously warble this 
little prelude to give prospective harvesters a chance to 
reap a whirlwind of laughter. It is a large wholesome 
volume that is a thing of beauty and a joy forever and a 
day. People who are unable to leave the city during the 
heated term should not fail to have a copy of PICKINGS 
FROM Puck in the house; for, with this great joke-lover’s 
compendium at hand, such a person can get more fun 
than at the seashore, where the sand flies and the hack- 
men devour you and fight for your bones. The Second 
Crop is now blooming on every news-stand in the coun- 
try, and it looks like a crop of poppies a little way off. 
But there is no poppy about it, because it is just the 
thing that will not superinduce slumber, On the con- 
trary, it will restore an unconscious person to conscious- 
ness in less time than hartshorn, or any other beverage 
on earth. Price, twenty-five cents. — Wilmington (/ el.) 
Star. 





Lundborg’s Perfume, denia. 
Lundborg’s Perfume, Maréchal Niel Rose. 
Lundborg’s Perfume, Alpine Violet. 
Lundborg’s rerfume, Lily ofthe Vatley. 





Puck’s ALMANAC for 1878, 15 cents. 
Puck’s “ANNUAL for 1880, 1881, 1882, 1883, 1884 and 
1885, 25 cents per copy. 
Puck ON WHEELS, No. 1, 1880, No, 3, 1882, No. 4, 
1883, and No. 5, 1884, 25 cents per copy. 
PICKINGS FROM PUCK, 

(First Crop, Fourteenth Edition,) 25 cents. 
(Second Crop, Second Edition,) 25 cents. 
Puck’s CAMPAIGN SERIES, 1884, $3.75; by mail, $4.25. 

All of the above publications are still in print and 
will be mailed upon receipt of price. Address 
OFFICE OF PUCK, 
Nos. 23—25 Warren Street, New York. 





NOTICE TO ADVERTISERS. 





Advertisements or changes of Advertisements on 12th, 
13th and 14th pages of Puck must be handed in on 
Wednesday before 3 P. M. 

Forms of the 15th page are closed Friday at noon. 
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Below is a fac-simile of the Bottle of 
The Genuine 


Fred. Brown’s 


GINGER, 


SEE THAT STRIP OVER CORK IS UNBROKEN. 














Cramps, Colic, Stomach-Ache, 


Indigestion, etc. 










COLUMBIA 
BICYCLES. 


THE POPULARSTEEDS OF TO-DAY 


COLUMBIA 
TRYCICLES. 


For Ladies and Gentlemen. 
ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE 


THE POPE MFG. C0., 
« 597 Washington Street, 
= BOSTON, MASS. 


BRANCH HOUSES: 


” 12 Warren Street, New York. 
115 Wabash Ave., Chicago. 133 


Sent FRes. 





CANDY 


Address 





Send one, two, three or five dollars 
for a retail box, by express, of the best 
Candies in the World, put up 1m hand- 
some boxes. All strictly pure, Suitable 
for presents. Try itonce. 


C.F. CUNTHER 


Confectioner, 
78 Madison , 


. Chicago. 





A Picnic Cake. THE CELEBRATED 


“ You first see that the pan is well greased.” 


“Qh, of course.”’ 

“Then you put it in the oven.” 

“Vo.” 

“In an hour it will be handsomely browned 
on the top.” 


“ But you haven’t named the ingredients.” 
“ Oh, the ingredients are of no consequence. —_LA.IT © Ss 
Almost anything will do.”— Philadelphia Call. ARE AT PRESENT THE MOST POPULAR 


_| AND PREFERRED BY LEADING ARTISTS. 
M. Worth, the great and only Worth, has WAREROOMS: 


ined of making drese in the very hight | 4p, 151,163 Yap Bast 14th trot, Y. 
has, therefore, issued a list of these persons. SOHMER & co, 
The list, as issued, contains nearly two thousand CHICAGO. ILL.: NO. 209 WABASH AVENUE. 


names-—princesses, duchesses, countesses, prima- 
donnas and actresses. It is a comfort to an- NIEDER SELTERS WATER 





nounce that not a Yonkers name appears on (The yt ares spite , 
is "on bers Gacette Recommended by the leading European medical authorities for 
the list.— Yonkers Gazette. . y ib outa 
Two men sat down to drink in a New York UNEQUALLED AS A TABLE WATER. 
saloon, a few days ago, and one of them inci- Beware of Imitations. 
dentally mentioned that the other lied. During aren HOS. 
the next few weeks he will stay in the hospital Sole Agent fov the United States. om 


trying to make up his mind whether it was not 
foolish to make a confidant of the other man. 


—Boston Post. 
FEPING & LOUNGING 
An exchange has a column headed “ Bicycle UR QU a wes FOR SAMPLES CARI NT 
Mélange.” Nearly every learner indulges in 


L ~ 
several bicycle mélanges before he gets so he PALS iN WW KAS 


can ride well, ‘There was one in front of the aged 
Sun office not long ago, in which the wheel had | THOS. MILLER & SONS.11SI BROADWAY. N.Y. 


decidedly the best of it. No bones broken.— 


F eck S Su nN, 


Druggists Recommend 


A BROWN’S GRATEFUL—COMFORTING. 


S IRONIC O COA 
BITTERS 


DYSPEPSIA is a dangerous as well as ing com’ 

If neaiected, ted, it tense, 1 moons nutrition, and er ae. 
tone of the system, Baer o way for rapid decline 

OWNS IRON! B TIERS copoly and ‘compietel 
&. we ott and Pa Purifice the Bisck tim: —) tiny = of Bond, Livre 
= aids the yy FF of a. vepenuatiaetnemmens 

Genuine above and crossed red li 
wrapper. Take ND ‘OTHER, sean 






























Interview Your resis 


As this reporter is doing, and he will tell you 
. curious things. For instance, 


) Ayer’s Sarsaparilla 


is a perfectly genuine medicine; but there are 
plenty of so-called Sarsaparillas in the market 
that have no Sarsaparilla about them except 
the name. 

“T have been in the Drug business, in Lowell, for thirty 
years, and sell more of Ayer’s Sarsaparilla than of all other 
Sarsaparillas combined. Being thoroughly familiar with the 
analysis of this medicine, and knowing the care and skill em- 
ployed in its composition, I am certain it contains nothing that 
¥ could not be recommended by the most scrupulous physician. It 
is made of the true Honduras Sarsaparilla, and of other blood 
purifiers, the best known to medical science, and is a grand 
* specific in chronic cases, such as Scrofula, Salt-Rheum, Erysipe- 
las, Kidney Diseases, and troubles of the Stomach and Liver. 
Many so-called Sarsaparillas are such only in name: they do not 
contain a particle of the real medicinal Sarsaparilla reot.” — 


Gxo. C. OsGooD, M. D., Druggist, cor. Merrimack and Suffolk 

‘ = . sts., Lowell, Mass. 
; “Having sold Ayer’s Sarsaparilla since it was first placed 
Copyrighted. upon the market, we can say, after an experience covering a 


quarter of a century, that we have yet to learn of a case where it has failed to give satisfaction, Its merits 
are fully established.” -F. & E. BAILEY & Co., Druggists, Lowell, Mass. 
Prepared by Dr. J. C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mass. Sold by all Druggists. Price $1; six bottles, $5. 
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(uticura 


A 
POSITIVE CURE 


for every form of 
SKIN and BLOOD 
DISEASE 
FROM 


PIMPLES 10 SCROFULA. 





} open: or Sait Rheum, with its agonizing itching and burn- 
ing, instantly relieved by a warm bath with Cuticura Soap 
and a single application of Curicura, the great Skin Cure. This 
repeated daily, with two or three doses of CuricurA RESOLVENT, 
the New Blood Purifier, to keep the blood cool, the perspiration 
pure and unirritating, the bowels open, the liver and hidneys 
active, will speedily cure Eczema, Tetter, Ringworm, Psoriasis, 
Lichen, Pruritus, Scall Head, Dandruff, and every species of 
Itchinz, Scaly, and Pimply Humors of the Skin and Scalp, wi h 
a of Hair, when the best physicians and all known remedies 
ail, 

Cuticura RemeptEs are absolutely pure and the only infallible 
eee Purifiers and Skin Beautifiers free from poisonous ingre- 

icnts, 

Sold everywhere. Price, Cuticura, 50 cents; Soap, 25 cents; 
Resolvent, $1, Prepared by Porrer Druc anp Cuemicat Co,, 
Boston, Mass. . 

Sar Send for ‘‘ How to Cure Skin Diseases.”’ 


ECZEMIA ! 


My wife has been sorely afflicted with Eczema or 
Salt Rheum from infancy, We tried every known 
remedy, but to no avail, She was also afflicted with 
a periodical nervous headache, sometimes followed 
by an intermittent fever, so that her life became a 
burden to her, Finally I determined to try S.S.S. 
She commenced seven weeks ago. After the third 
bottle the inflammation disappeared, and sore spots 
dried up and turned white and scaly, and finally she 
brushed them off in an impalpable white powder re- 
sembling pure salt. Sheis now taking the sixth bottle; 
every appearance of the Cisease is gone, and her flesh 
is soft and white as a child’s. Her headaches have 
disappeared and she enjoys the only good health she 
has known in 40 years. No wonder she deems every 
bottle of S.S. S. is worth a thousand times its weight 
in gold. JOHN F. BRADLEY, 44 Griswold St. 

Detroit, Mich., May 16, 1885. 

For sale by all druggists. 

THE SWIFT SPECIFIC CO., 

N. Y., 157 W. 23d St. Drawer 3, Atlanta, Ga, 


BILIOUSINE. 


A two-cent stamp sent to Snow & Ear te, Provipence, R. I., 
will obtain by mail a “‘ trial package ’’ of Biliousine, thus enabling 
everybody to ascertain by personal experience and 
not by the testimony of othe s that there is a sure cure 
ior Headache, Dyspepsia, Constipation, Indigestion, Sour Stom- 
ach, Heartburn, Liver Complaint, and all diseases which arise 
from a disordered stomach. 206 




















“J Believe DR. TOWNSEND'S Remedy for 


ost HAY-FEVER %, 


ASTHMA and SS L. 
inety cases in a hundred, im 
will be sursfteyers +4 make a thorough trial of it. 


H.W.BEECHER 


° ‘9 
ll druggists. For Pamphlets sena 
eT M, TOWNSEND, Cumberland, Md. 
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‘ut under your head at night, and 
breathe its vapor till morning, the PILLow- 
INHALER, charged with its liquid. You 
wake with a clearer head, with less dispo- 
sition to irritate the over-sensitive lining 
of the nose, throat and lungs. Gradually 
the fires of inflammation are soothed, dis- 
charges and cough cease, pain gives place 
to ease, and in a short time you are a well 
person. No discomfort; perfectly safe; 
inexpensive. Th is called prolonged or all-night inhalation. 
Relief is quick, and the cure permanent. No matter what you have 
tried or how despairing you are, call and see it, or send for ‘amphlet? 
and Testimonials. THE PILLOW-INHALER Co., 2 

25 East 14th Street, New York. 


JOSEPH GILLOTT'S 


ror CATARRH, ASTHMA, HAY-FEVER. 














STEEL PENS 


SotoBrALLl OEALERS THROUGHOUT Ine WORLD, 
emo} & o) MEDAL PARIS EXPO SITION-!878, 








$3 PrintingPress Porn”, 


Card & Label Press $3. Larger sizes $5 to $75. For 
,old or young. Everything easy, printed directions. 
Send 2 stamps for Catalogue of Presses, Type, Cards, 
&c., to the factory, Kersry & Co., Meriden, Conn. 


TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two or 
three hours. For particulars address with stump to 
H. EICKHORN, No. 6 St. Mark’s Place. New York. 












Ir is related of Porson that, having come 
home one night not quite in a condition be- 
coming a scholar and philosopher, he was over- 
heard outside his own bed-room door endeavor- 
ing to light tinder with a flint and steel, He 
failed again and again. He was too logical to 
swear at the apparatus or at himself, and so 
muttered: 

“ D— the nature of things.” —Argonaut Sto- 
ryette, 

“ How does it happen that there are so many 
old maids among the school-teachers?” asked 
a reporter of Superintendent Crooker the other 
day. 

“Because school-teachers are, as a rule, 
women of sense, and no sensible woman will 
give up a sixty-dollar position for a forty-dollar 
man,” was the reply.— Boston Courter. 

Firty years ago the telegraph was unknown. 
It was possible at that period for a man to leave 
home and journey in one direction, and a 
woman to depart and travel in another, with- 
out a dispatch appearing in the papers next 
morning stating that they had eloped together. 
—Lorristown Herald, 

In Kentucky a bolt of lightning cut the rope 
by which a mule was tied without scorching a 
hair. Lightning takes terrible risks sometimes ; 
but this was the most foolhardy thing the elec- 
tric fluid ever did. Next time it may not get 
off so easily.— Boston Post. 

THE New York 7Z7ibune speaks of Yale Col- 
lege as situated on the banks of the Connecticut 
river, Yale College was on the banks of the 
Connecticut some fifty years ago; but then, for 
some time past the Z7zbune has been especially 
useful as a historical reference book.— Boston 
Post. 


CLARA BRINKERHOFF says: “Every one, 
whether aware of it or not, has eight notes in 
her voice to sing with. We thought the average 
number of notes must be about forty-seven. 
‘That is the way it sounds, anyway.—Mew York 
Graphic. 

AMONG the new books soon to be published 
is one on Herod and one on Malthus. ‘The 
names of these two famous persons can never 
die. Both did their utmost to relieve the worid 
of the small boy.— Courier-Journal. 


Ir has been decided that a naval cadet who 
throws kisses at a girl is guilty of “ ungentle- 
manly conduct.”? Quite right. He should carry 
the kisses to her and place them gently on her 
lips. —Philadelphia Call, 

You will seldom see a sadder face than the 
face of him who wears the anxious look of one 
who has loaned a lead-pencil and is moment- 
arily expecting that it will not be returned.— 
Boston Transcript. 

A FASHION writer says “accordeon plaited 
waists are worn this summer.” Boys, be up and 
doing. You cannot learn to play on an instru- 
ment without practice.—/ittsburgh Chronicle. 


A MEDICAL man says: “There should be a 
law against a man’s getting out of bed hastily.”’ 
Then there should be two laws against the baby’s 
crying in the night.—Wew York Graphic. 

TuE Prince of Wales has stopped taking the 
Pall Mall Gazette. It is possible, however, 
that he has done worse things than that,— 
Philadelphia Press. 

Ir is useless for a man to try to stop an ex- 
press-train with a beach-wagon.— Boston Post. 





CHOLERA, DIPHTHERIA, FEVERS, MALARIA, 
prevented by the use of REE) & CARNRICK’S SODIUM HYPO- 
CHLORITE (Disinfectant). Recommended by the Public Health Associa- 
tion as SUPERIOR FO ALL OTHER DISINFECTANTS AND GERMI- 
CIDES. Sold everywhere. Send for Pamphlet, 182 Fulzon Str., New York 
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Warning! 

How many people ruin their stomachs by swallowing cold drinks 
on a hot summer day, when they could avoid all danger by ad- 
ding ten drops of Angostura Bitters, besides imparting a 
delicious flavor to their summer beverages. 








CHAPTER II. 

** Malden, Mass., Feb. 1, 1880. Gentlemcn— 

I suffered with attacks of sick headache.”’ 

Neuralgia, female trouble, for years in 
the most terrible and excruciating manner. 

No medicine or doctor could give me 
relief or cure until I used Hop Bitters. 

‘*The first bottle 

Nearly cured me”; 

The second made me as well and strong 
as when a child, 

‘‘And I have been s0 to this day.” 

My husband was an invalid for twenty 
years with a serious 

** Kidney, liver and urinary complaint, 

‘*Pronounced by Boston’s best phy- 
sicians— 

“‘Incurable!” 

Seven bottles of your bitters cured him 
and I know of the 

‘* Lives of eight persons” 

In my neighborhood that have been 
saved by your bitters, 

And many more are using them with 
great benefit. 

“They almost 

Do miracles!” 


DENTAL OFFICE OF 
Philippine Dieffenbach-Truchsess, 


NO. 162 WEST 23D STREET, Bet. 6th and 7th Aves., N. Y. 


—Mrs. E. D. Slack. 














NCLO-SWISS Mi LK 

Vas CONDENSED ' 
MILKMAID BRAND. 

Economical and convenient for all 


kitchen purposes. Better for babies than 
uncondensed milk. Sold everywhere. 248 











A. WEIDMANN & CO., 


Sos BROADWAY, 
Cor. Duane Street, NEW YORE. 


Importers and Manufacturers of 


TOYS, FIREWORKS, 
Maske, Gold and Silver Trimmings, Spangles and othe: 
Material for Costumes, ete. 


EDEN MUSEE.—®®, West 234 Street. 
. Open from 11 toll. Sundays from 
1to1l. — Wonderful Tableaux and Groups in Wax—Chamber of Horrors 


—Trip round the World in 600 Stereoscopic Views—Concerts in tle Winter 
Garden every afternoon ard evening. Admission to all, 50 cents. Chil- 


MOUTH. 








PEARLS ,;.. 





Beauty and Fragrance 


Are communicated to the mouth by 


SOZODONT, 


which renders the teeth pearly white, the gums rosy, and 
the breath sweet, By those who have used it, ti ts re- 
garded as an indispensable adjunct of the toilet, Lt tho- 
roughly removes tartar from the teeth without injuring 
the enamel, 120 


HABIT. Sure cure in 10 to 

30 days. Sanitarium treatment, 

or medicines by express. lo 180 
ears established. Book free. 


r. Marsh, Quincy, Mich 








Numbers 9, 10, 26 and 371 of English Puck will 
be bought at this office at 10 cents per copy. 
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SIMPLICITY AND EQUITY. 


One of the neatest. simplest and most attractive policy 
contracts now issued by an insurance company is the 
new Accident Policy of the Travelers |nsurance Com- 
pany of Hartford. Those who have any acquaintance 
at all with insurance business, or the men engaged in it, 
know that the complexity and volume of condi‘ions on 
po'icies is not due to the wishes of those whoissue them; 
that a company would far rather issue a policy with no 
conditions at all, and that the multiplied provisions and 
restrictions on their policies have been gradually forced 
on them by the dishonesty of policy holders and the 
monstrously strained decisions of the courts. THE 
TraveLers has been an unusua'ly sew resufferer from 
this cause, but they have at last determined to make a 
brave trial, and deserve equity if they cannot receive it. 
Their new policy is 9 model of brevity and compactness 
the conditions being cut down to not much more than a 
third of their former volume, and stated in admirably 
clear and lucid language. The most unlettered man 
could not hesitate for an instant over the meaning of its 
concise, emphatic, and even curtsentences, and it would 
seem that even a court could hardly find ambiguity in 
them. They are also very broad and fair; and the fact 
that the company refuses to pay for injuries received 
through violation of law, or in blood-feuds or drunken 
fights, should only make honest men feel all the more 
certain of receiving their just c!aims. 333 


og For HAY FEVER, CATARRH, 
AND THROAT TROUBLES. 
CURES ey eS je ea = AD- 
ACHE, AND SLEEP VES 
EXHAUSTION» 
Invigorating and Strengthening. 
A BENEFIT TO ACTORS, PUBLIC SPEAK- 
ERS, AND SINGERS. A substitute for Mor- 
c) 


phine and Alcohol,Positively no injurious effects. 
Send for Pamphlet. 





For Sale by Druggists. 


ALLEN COCAINE MFC. CO., 1254 Broadway, N. Y. 


Goud 








Over 22,000 Now in Use. Write for Catalogue. 
WAREROOMS, 3 W. 4th ST., N. ¥. 
its CAUSES and CURE, by one who 


PEAries was deaf twenty- —_ years. Treated by 





most of the noted specialists of the day with no benefit 
Cured himself in “— months, and since then hundreds of 
lain, simple and successful home 


others by same process. 
E, 128 E. 26th St., N.Y. 217 


treatment. Address T. S. PA 





ANTED LADIES AND GENTLEMEN who 
wish to make @S to ®4 a day easily at their 
own homes, Work sent b: Ly No canvassing. Address *'* 
with stamp Crown M' o., 204 Vine St., Cin’ti.O. 


MEDICATED 
oan RA 
‘VES 
Scientific ae ig 4 o 
lars free. Medicated AIR 
Remedy Co., Cincinnati, 210 


For Summer Wear. 








Our New 
SERGES, MOHAIRS, PLAIDS, CHECKS, and 
DIAGONALS. 
Finest Assortment in the City, 


Suits to order from $20.00 
Pans * « - 5-00 
Samples and Selfmeasurement R:ics Mailed on Application, 


Holy? 


r4t to 15f Bowery 


and 


Broadway & oth Street, 


Opposite Stewart's, New York. 





Numbers 9, 10, 26 and 371 of English Puck will 
be bought at this office at 10 cents per copy. 














PUCK. 


An Inpustrious Boy. 

* Does your boy study much ?” 

“Study much?” replied the fond mother: 
“I should say he did. He is always at his 
books.”’ 

“What is his particular line of study ?” 

“History. He has over a hundred histories. 
It was only yesterday that I found him hard at 
work on ‘ Cross-Eyed ‘Tim, the Scout of Bloody 
Bones, or the History of the Pirate Outbreak.’ ”” 

New York Graphic. 

A POLICEMAN died in Erie, Pa., a few days 
ago, after drinking copiously of ice-water. It 
is not often that a policeman so far forgets him- 
self as to indulge in colorless and flavorless 
beverages; but when he does step aside from 
the beaten track, it is all up with him. Keep 
water away from a policeman and give him 
plenty of sleep, and he’ll live, if not forever, 
long enough for all practical purposes.— Boston 
Transcript. 

Two children at Grass Valley, Cal., ate 
heartily of giant powder the other day. It 
made them sick, but not seriously, and they are 
all right. It is horrifying to think of what might 
have been the result of an injudicious appli- 
cation of the maternal slipper during the period 
of suspense.— Boston Daily Courter. 

THE Pittsburgh Telegraph denounces the 
heartless and cruel practice of destroying flies 
with fly-paper. ‘his method of extermination 
may be cruel, but life is too short for a man to 
catch each fly separately, and tenderly impale 
it to a door-jamb with a pin.— Morristown 
Flerald. 

JEFFERSON Davis is again heard from. He 
writes against teaching the federal government 
as supreme, in the schools. He seems to want 
everybody to learn that fact as he did—by 
having it whipped into him.—//aréfford Post. 

‘THE Boston /os¢ says: “ Eccentricity in a 
rich man becomes lunacy in a poor one.”? This 
may be so while the rich man is alive, but when 
his will comes to be contested it is not the 
same, we believe.— Mew York Graphic. 

Lorp DuFFERIN has a fine sense of humor, 
and will need it all in receiving orders from 
Lord Randolph Churchill as the head of the 
Indian Department.— Yorkers Statesman. 


ENGLAND will hold herself in readiness, her 
hand on her sword, until the Russian difficulty 
is settled in accordance with Randolph Church- 
ils views. — Hartford Post. 

‘Two men not previously related are said not 
to change their relationship by marrying sisters. 
This is especially true if they are enemies to 
begin with.—_ew York Graphic. 

SPEECH is certainly silver at the telegraph- 
office. ‘Ten words for a quarter.—Somerville 
Journal. 











Best Treatment t for Diphtherta. 

The patient absolutely requires «xtraordinary nutrition 
and gentle stimulation to resist and overbalance the slow 
fever that consumes the strength and also to counteract 
the deadly growth of fatal fungus in the vital passages. 
Immediate use of Durry’s PuRE MALT WHISKEY fills 
these grand essentials, and will produce wonderfully 
magical results when faithfully prescribed. No case of 
failure has ever been known. Protect the patient from 
exposure and harmful excitement, but stick tenaciously 
to the remedy until recovery is complete. All reliable 
grocers and druggists will supply it. 








Puck’s ALMANAC for 1878, 15 cents. 
Puck’s ANNUAL for 1880, 1881, 1882, 1883, 1884 and 
1885, 25 cents per copy. 
I'ucK ON WHEELS, No. 1, 1880, No, 3, 1882, No. 4, 
1883, and No. 5, 1884, 25 cents per copy. 
PICKINGS FROM PUCK, 

(First Crop, Fourteenth Edition,) 25 cents. 
(Second Crop, Fourth Edition,) 25 cents. 
l’ucK’s CAMPAIGN SERIES, 1884, $3.75; by mail, $4.25. 

All of the above publications are still in print and 
will be mailed upon receipt of price. Address 
OFFICE OF PUCK, 


Nos, 23—25 Warren Street, New York 











BAUS PIANOS 


In Use at the Grand Conservatory of Music 


PRICES LOW. TERMS EASY. 
WAREROOMS: 


58 WEST 23rd STREET, NEW YORK 








TTA i 


BITTERS. 


An excefient appetizing tonic of exquisite flavor, now used over the 
whole world, cures Dys pepela, Diarrhwa, Fever and Agna, and all 
disorders of the Digestive Organs. A few drops impart a delicious fla- 
vor to a glass of champagne, and to all summer drinks. Try it, and 
beware of counterfeits, Ask spur 7s er or dr; ugiet for the genuine 
article, manufactured by DR. SLEGERT & SONS. 


iW. WUPPERMANN, SOLE AGENT. 
51 BROADWAY. NW. ¥. 





[MPRO. YEO! ROOT BEER. 
pms ages, 2 k s 5gailons of a de 
licious, sparkling ee wholesome bever- 


age. Sold by all Druggists, or sent by 
mai IRES’ cS. 'H HIRES, 48 N. Del. Ave., Phila., Pa. 








TRADE o/J,SCHWEPPEECSL, MAkK. 


LEMONADE AND GINGER ALES. 
PURVEYORS TO 
Her Majesty Queen Victoria and all the Roya! Fami!:. 


These celebrated beverages may be obtained of s!l wine 
merchants, grocers and druggists, or from the factory, 


62 WASHINGTON AVE., BROOKLYN, N. Y. 


PERLE D’OR 


SPL ADMLPAGSITSES 
Dry and Extra Dry. 
178 Duane St., N. Y. 


PROSPECT BREWERY, 


Cor. Eleventh and Oxford Sts., 


PHILADELPHIA, PA. 
The highly celebrated 


BUDWEIS LAGER BEER 


from this Brewery is particularly adapted to Export in Barrels «s 
well as in Bottles. Its keeping qualities are unsurpassed. We also 
recommend our 


HERCULES MALT WINE 


as the purest, most wholesome, and cheapest Extract of Mait :n 
existence. 


BOKER'S BITTERS 
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The Oldest and Best of all 
STOMACH BITTERS, 
AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE, 
To be had in Quarts and Pints. 
L, FUNHE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor. 
78 John Street, New York. 


PICKINGS FROM PUCK. 









(SECOND CROP.) 
Jusr Our: Price 25 Cents, 
For Sale by ail Newsdealers. 





~ S. or Canada on receipt of price 


Mailed to any part of U. 
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For these, who fought, the War is done: 
For them life’s evening sky 
Grows tender o’er a setting sun 
Where fires of anger die. 
Toward the mountains of the west 
They look with peaceful sight ; 
The storm they braved has sunk to rest, 
Into forgetful night. 


From foe to friend—from foe to friend! 
O consecrated years, 
How have ye worked toward this end - 
Through myriad doubts and fears! 
The hand that laid the sword aside 
Now seeks the conqueror’s hand— 
Friends? They are sharers in one pride, 
And lovers of one land. 


O meaner folk, of narrower souls, 
Heirs of ignoble thought, 
Stir not the camp-fire’s blackened coals 
Blood-drenched by those who fought ; 
Lest out of heaven a fire shall yet 
Bear God’s own vengeance forth 
On those who once again would set 
Discord ‘twixt South and North. 
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MOUNT McGREGOR, 1885. 


GRANT AND BUCKNER. 


A Rebuke to the “Bloody Shirt” Patriots. 


FORT DONELSON, 1862. 





